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'08211E PUNT TO RUNT TO OPE."
,

'There's a funny tale of a stingy raan,
Who was noue too good, but migut have been

worse,
Who went to Ids church on a Sunday night.

And carried along his welt-fille- d purse.

'When the sexton came with his begging-plat- e,

The church wits but dim With tbn
ligatt

'The stiugy man firmIded all through hie puree,
And olume a twill by tenth aud not sight.

atk odd Mug now that guineas ahould bh
So like to penuies in shnpo and sato.

411111 give a penny," the stingy man said;
"The pour micrt not gifts UL pennies despise."

The penny fell down with a clatter and ring
And hack ha his seat leaned the stingy man.

"The world is so fed of the poor," ketienight,
"I can't help them alli give what I eau."

'NA hullo UAW OW hack, Philip, so
back

"Oil, uncle," I cried, catching his arm,
"yeti must u can not 1" Mr he was
taking, off his coat.

my bey my boy!" he croaned.
"God haip me. I can't swim a stroke r

At that moinent my eyes fell ou Oliver
Murray, mid felt agalu poor unolets
words, even in that horrible tune of trial.
Tile mita was noblehandsome now in
the wondrous look that eame over hint;
tot while the speek-aud-spa- tt well-
dressed rival ran calling for kelp, the
fitilier had throw off his eclat, vital anti
boots and rolled up the drippiat shirt
over his great museular arms.

One alumina he was at my tilde, to
cataili my baud, as his bright gray eyes
looked into mine, sayiug- - plainly, for I
read them4-

Good-by I"
Tne ilex moment ha wu running from

us, twenty yards dew& tue rusitlag
Arum, where, with a dash and a plunge
ae loreed hia way in and swank boldly'
out ko try aud meet the drowning boy.

I pray heaven I may never again see
such a, sight as thot; though my heart
throbbed with joy the while at I to, my
two struggling on, now swept away sad
whirled around la an eddy, now borne
mutat' in a whirlpool, walla the pony
battled bravely on, in but
without iluilip, wile was now swiinallag
aloud, hut ainitiugsiattieg as I watched
him, uuable to remove my eye from the
horrible sight.

It was like a hideous nightmare. Ire.
member rielniug coming to me to draw
me away, mid I oelleve I outwit at him
whit my untie to koep hack. I re.
menthol: seetug uncle running along, for
out ia the water mit threatened i,e sweep
him too away; aud rememher seeitiA
our darling sink whim Oliver was swim-
ming far below. Tuen seemed to be
misty, dreamy anti confused, I woke
like oue from a trance to lieu the shout.
ing of those by my side, for I couid uot
Iwo been lasensibie iniuute.

"Yes!" "No! never do id"
"He's got bhul""No, uo, it's all over!"

Thera was one deep groan In chorus
them and I dashed lower duwn the
stream to see law down in the rustling
water a dark head and a pair of stariug
eyes, not tweaty yards away from tile
edge. Then I saw the atrong
wao opeut, was being ewept away, anti
that aii wit over, when the stream bore

agaiust a standing tree, to which he
lung till a brave 'fellow swain to him

with 'trope, and I saw what seemed to
be the three bodies dragged ashore.

It was a bard figut lot life even then,
for both Murray and our darling were in
audible whoa carried up to the mill cot-

tage; but, williug hand.) were aueut the
doctor, and kir. Wilson tuat
evenimr I knelt by OAVer Murray's beu-
side, holding hand us I wept over it
Ward of thaukfuluess and joy.

I don't think it was theu, but two days
afterward, while I was his uuraefor
was very ill, cut and injured by the
stones of the valley sidetuai, in atiswer
to a clues Lion; I told Wattle waa Luis taseu
ahout, John Fleabag.

"But yuu love liner he said, in a faint
whispar.

"No," I said, in as low a voice, "and I
'lever could."

Need I tell you that bid mv blushing
face in his two hands that were'
stretched out feebly to met or, more
than that, need I say teat tor mauy
m ,ny happy years I have been the wtre
et Jiver murrayply hero tU. Mau villa
Feau.

t

resentative of the general feeling of
awity on the part of the better mass ot
the Southern population toWards the
Government.

"Old Time Oriental Trade," by yr.', L.
Paweette, comprises an &collat. et
(Heat Asiatics laistory, tradition and corn.
pierce, holster development mid geoent
enterprise.

"Goueral John Dolfalb," by Geo.Wash-
lagtoe Greene, Is an abridged skeloa ot
a famous Meer, In which the author
condenses within the limits of a maga.
Eine artiele the toadies. events of a int
replete with historio Intereet. Mrs. B.
IL. B. Platt contributes a beautiful poem
oalled That New World. There are bey.
egal other peeing and' one short story...
la Recent Literature are exhaustive re.
VieWil, and elle ot tuem consider Brow
ales Aristoptianes' Apology.

THE POPULAR BefERON MONTHLY.

This exeellentjournal tor Oetöber It
tilted with even mere time the usual Vet
rutty at matter.

"Bats awl Young," by Prof. B.
Wilderj Monkeys- - Irina a Cold

Climate, lao Ceihrette Potato Beetle,
asd Earthquakes and Theig Causes, are
deseriptivit 'Woe teat wiit welt teltaY 4.
perusal,

Tee third papeg of Major Powell's
"Physical Peetures of the Colorado, Vale
ley" treate ot the curiae. Water Swap.
titre" observed that loottlity, and is,
pgobably4 the those luterestang of the
series.

"Animal Life In Madagascar" gives.
as account et the peculiar maminalia
Latins iit that balanti, auti vet Y HIP

able paper. .

"lualatiet and Intelligence," and
"Mental Disciplias in Ealuttatioa," are
two didautic eseaye that wili claim the
etrnest attention of the reader.

The outer artioie are"A NeW Anti-
septic," ,.ehe kiectuutioal Action of'
Ligitti," by Prof. Crooke, if. B. "The

Preparatioa of Organic Bod-

ies," toy Prot. Ida Itemsant "Pasteur of
iferuieuteattiet" ottroll Oil Climate awl

01.110 Cause. ot Cm Light ot
Plaine," by Prot., W. Stein ; and a elietett
of Prof. Stokes, togetuer wick thievery
iuteresting editoriat "Notate and "lite-
ceilauy."

THE Littitme itioroSIXORY
this month- etnitales the following arid.
wee; "Tbe Via Preece i'ewer In Amer.
ea," 08hatitspeare'eeteroultutet Owe,"
"Bouvet, Archaeological Digeovegies le
Home," "tee Two Sisters (Aire. Wil.
lard nod Airs. Phettes)t secona paper of
"Tyntiat's Lecture ea tug Biguals,"
"Marie Antoinette in: 1,3tters,,,'14aly la
the Middie Ages," "Uhroliimo Stervana.

"How I Made Hie "Conf-
eatiliOUS Of alt Arttsaa." "(hay

Itairu," "Tee Didereut Ways ot
Pasteutug Gatea," "Lake Chaatattqua,m
'Litunrieueuati," "Tee Begets of Cull-
(tree," "Pug. Tired dewier'," bottles
event! good. pommy and aumber 01

varied editorial pruclutstions, forming att
exuellent number, auct iikewiee em.
ouilieueil wait a Hee eteet eugraving,
ttm.ouutain Lake Among tits. Audes,,4
end a wed eAuttutett portrait ot Miss,

reuttwued female preacher.
AMR.

Tbe number& of The Living Age fog
Beptemodr Ca and Mb 00111,6111 Memoirs
of Cutta tie begar, uud The k'irall
Stewart in Eagtawl, trete the Qudrterly
Beview; Nan, buiumer Scouts, trout
il,tteitwootti The ated.teiraueitu et Ja. -

pau, awl Prot. tAtirues, trout tne Port. '
eightly iteview Tuomas Eilwood, from
4,Jleure Liver; Curidiaaa Ander.
yen, trout tee Opectator; install.
mente ot "German Houle Lite," "Fated
to be Free," and "like Dilemma," and

uoual cuoitte poetry awl taneellauyt
otavita Pries ALACIAzINE.

This popul ix woolly appears for Oe.
tober wan live inte'resting cimpters ot
0.1ver Odue's GolinfutV4.1VPertia iteasetlterigt

01 Eiljaii Kellogg)0 bewail, Brought to the
preut, or um Youug Deteutiers; two
eutiptere of Illittabeta Dudiees serial,
Nature's Iiii0o.ei; mail eaorter stenos
aug eketelled, amoug witieti are another
Distallineut ef Tee African Trader,fill
werti Desdaultla Itelatilidoenees ol West
Airtott toe, ta voice flitrratell
trade wad a dal avan, ad his beteg
made a Aralieminctlea; 110W we naught au
Angel watt velum ..1 to Land, by au Old
Salt; Line', Saturday, ity Herbert New-- ;
bury; Cowan Noudeuse, a etory
tutiott in a poeliot, by Aiwa ilethitout
tied A Bulled lty the editor. Too
peeing' uret Fait Pligut, tiportinau's

4;upt, Q. UAW; Sung, by
Mary N. Preitoott; Taw Mountaia
by Geo. 0, litirteigut Only Fluting, by
Nellie Al. tiarieualt; Tao Worni's Lyrio,
oy Tuoiliat i'oweilt Autatun Bong, by
Ails. At. M. N. ilettieway. additioa
to tJetie aAl ati,veutlee entrant.
tious are au origiust Parlor Operetta,
Auld it Mid Gray, by Alf. T. Calder; A.

it dime Story, harlots Jr. Adams, ew,
titled timineider'e Tomatees, A humor,
our paper toed, log the orator,
and Le.tor Pigeonuole,
aud Departineuts well lilted;
.0 witiou are to be aided, tour fuil.page
iiitiht,rutiohe itellieetuiattted artists, aud

!e, him Attie bit ot tattoo, Be Happy tie
we Co, by J. 11. t Pubtished al

14.II per year Oy Lee 47 Oaupafd, Mostom,

descriptive of that part of San Francisco
inhabited exclusively by her Chinese
population, with some account of teeir

.hautits aud peouliar habits sad
snetimui. ,

"The. Largest Retail Store le the
W rid, a gobsipy article full of luterest
for the general reader, is by Lucy Hoop.
er, anti it refers to the &moue dry goods
establialireentin Paris, known as "Tee
Boa Marche."

There are also several admirable
poems, a "Song," by F. A.. Hillard; "The
Winds, by Emma Lazarus, and another
of the Camp Fire Lyrics, "Tile Exening

'Storm," by Rdward Keareley, anti Bev-
4sral short stories, besides additional
chapters el Mrs. Z. Lyn n ton,s "Leam
Ditudits.4 "Our litiontety Gossip" and

Litf3rature of the Day" are com-
plete, as usual.

Tux GALAXY
for October is au lutereeting number. '

The mewed artiele on "Sherman's
Memoirs', is a eautlid and seusible re-

view of the oampaigne 91 that cemented-
er, as they are related by blinaelf in his
recently published work.

"Througli Utan," the fourth paper, is
an eutertamiag deseription of teat Main.
try, anti preseata the Mormon people in
their peculiar seeial aspects, to 'the
reader la a simple yet vivid style.

"Claims to tbe Diecovery of America',
is a vigorous researee Jute the various
accounts, legendary and otherwiee, that
we oi the preeeut age have in regard to
voyages made to leis contluent by
Europeans prior to the times of Celina.
bus, a suelect that every Atnericen
eitoulti be familiar with. ,

Albert Rhodes coutributee a very
agreeable aketee of aa etninenerrench
uevelist anti playwright, "Octave Feu&
letr and OreuVille Murray has au able
uounnentary ou the pelitteal strategy of
tee great Corsican kis paper entitled
"Tile Napoleon of tibitary.",

In "Letters of lidadi11110 do Sabran,"
Henry James, )r., gives a pleasant narra-
tire of the Career Of a literary lady 01
fashion in Franue,witere her bigh,seenti,
.eutt intellectual attaiumants. wade her
ones the 'peermt De else' and Boland,
end wheats correapeadence is stiil ea-
joyed by many readers.

The reader will derive muoh valuable
iniormatiou front the article on "Vatglise
Prouuliciation," another ol those unique
eesays from tee ready pen et oUr 1100oul.
Oohed America!' puitotogist, liamard
Want Waite.

Anioug tue poetical contributious is a
very creditabie one iron' hire. nett, en-

titled "Iter Levee& Trial."
The two serials, "Lead, a Woman ot

Fashion," aud "Pear Lady Disdain." ere
oontinued in three ettapters each; aud
tiesidee these is a Mimi tioaciadeil story,
and a very entertaining one, of W1111111

woman, lovo, entitled "How bile Foutal
Out," by Bide Terry Cooke.

Tee editorial artielea ou "Drift Wood,"
"Nebuite," ate., are ali prepared witti 1110

tlatliti mire aud atality.
SY. NICHOLAS,

month, preseuts ite usual attractive
thele of conieuts. First we have "Cap.
taill Porter aud the .Essek," by CI. W.
Betkialuie, Wall a tine iult.page Molars-
lion, and welcit coutaius tie account of
the first battle of Commodore Farragut,
and will doubtless exelte toe eutinibiaam
of both, girls aud buys. "Tee itrigato
Bird," by John Lewees, is a sketen of
tale "robber of the deli," aud deseriptive
of its nabits.

"dome quer AMMAN," by Ella Rod-

man (Anatol, will attract tirst by reason
ot it rather remartahle illuetratious,
aud seuoutily, througe a natural desire
to learn something regarding these
strange Weeks.

"1,orti contwitills, Day," is another
historical sketch. Mothers may read for
inetruction regarding the eutertatiement
of their little ones -- Some of the Young
Headers el Nio'holas," by hirs. J.
Burnet.

"Bunting tor My ilorsee" is an oxen,.

In Western sketch, by Juba A.. Emery.
Miss Aloott,s delightful serial, "Eight
Cowsins," anti J. li.Trowbridgels "Yew
Surveyor," are both concluded iu AIM
nuinher, There are aeveral attraOtive
short stories and cielighttul poems, es.,
pecialty adapted to very youlog readers.
Jack la the Pulpit contributes genereus-
ly to the generai mutt of inlormation, aa
do all Ilia ottior tieliartilleotO oi tilift very
011110rier

SCRIBNER
for Detober makes ite appearance la Its
1110St attractive loraL

Idaj.ir Powell, "Overland Trip to the
Grand Cation" is a erapele auti elegant-
iy Iluatretetitlescription of that etiange-
ty toinantic regiou, Hie veiny et the
Colorado.

Air. g. c. ittedulaa's oritioal treatise
on the prodilotiObil Of Close
writers of poetic tame who have interned
the retail of we present gieen, is con-
cluded. It is Undoubtedly au admirable
perlormance.

"A Mail mall of Letters" la the title ot
an able diseurtatiou by Fraucis blerry
Fairfield, explanatory of tlie woreid
inentat conditiou developed the ett-
eoutrie life and writiug of the most,
glued 9f our Auemail poets, gager
Altai) l'oe.

Au uuouymaus writer, a lady we hat.
Have liimistitie "Ilegoliections of Lisitt
and 'Von below," treat wilica we may
gather au aceurate knowledge of the se-
eta' aud professional traits of Clime it.
lustrious inusleian.

Stone very intereating inforinatiori en
the subject of "Fungi is contained in
the emote on "Vegetable ileceutrici-
ties."

"Plerret, Soldier and Statesman,"
may, as a Aware ou the third tern)
question, be a success but, to be can-
aid, we really Oeuvre 'little it tear.
wise to admire.

There are several more chapters of
"Jules Verne,s itlyisterious Island,"
which seems to have regained ail its
former laterest.

Dr. Holland's story of "Sevenoaks"
le resumed, aud we also nave "Tee
Winthrop-Drur- y Affair," a pleamtutly
told little Herb

The poems are numerous, comprising
"Jessamine," by Lathrop; "Tips Cradle
Tomb at Weetwinater," by buhun Cool-
idge; "Song," anonymous; "The An!
swer," by hiary Batter; "Freedom,"
"Under the Sea," "De Imuatico, "
"Heather Bloom," and one ey hiothers
well. "For eif Album, and all We el
more than usual merit.

Tee editorial aepartment presents the
usual number of able and intereellug
articles.
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MAGAZINE NOTICES.

istrareldboble Oliver Murray, who gava a
saw Fleming, and thee his

.1rank, honest face twitehed anti I saw a
:cold, gray shadow cross it, midi. istievi
that he was tutferiag intease pain.

"isit, nestled!" said tutees quietly,
"yttu here?"

'Yes, Mr. Wilmot," geld Fleming,
stailiag; "I brought you over the paper,
that's all. Jest elf. Geed storming.
Goud meriting, Miss Wilma'," he said,
pressiug my hand,.

"Gain utormaug and thank you, my
lad," said uncle quietly, his eyes fixed
on me the while; aad taeu with a abort
nod to Oliver Murray, John, Fleeting
wont out, while our other Vilittar OfOtiSect
La and' Wawa hands lu a quiet grave
way, aad I could dee Dow the palm I had
eaused shitaing out of his stark gray,1
earnest eyee; tor had not this masa, WW1

ali the' Met of a gentleman, told my mu-

cis teat be loved warthough save iu
Isia grave gentle way, and little kind-
nealtes, be bad never ahown IL to me.

I meld net help ounipariag the two
menthe one tall, hautlitolue, distingue,
she ether broad-shoulder- and plasm
as I said a few words diatantly in reply
to his inquiries; and I saw his lip quiver
kte I read Dim through anti througli, sea
girl may road any true,' irauk man; aud
ue was saying to himself, "God bless
mar may eint be happy with hint." Aud
thou, in spas ot my outer coldness, tee
tarebbings ot my heart began, as i Quid
uut help whittles how true aad earnest

as ties grave, gray-eye- d man toward
Lite woutau wile he felt wad goue train

forever; end, my bean seemed to
well tette a great pity tor one wee could

'be suite a geutlemau at heart.
4'1 thlak you're slant, Murray," said

uncle, tappiag the Wass again.. "Steels
gee. dowa again tuts InSt, emir or two,
wonderful."

"I could hoar the distant thuuder as I
came tweed," mod ever, gazing at me

wulle; "they're ilaving a heavy
storm on tee Mild, and thought I'd
come and warn you."

"feanky, my lad, thanky," said uncle.
"Murray tiave a bit ol diundr with
us. Nellybut, baug is, mail, what's
the matter? yeti limit like sonteeedy
You were as cheery as a crieket as we
eame."

I dare hardly glance at him, but I did;
mei I tlitYV the grave, imbued eyes Wal-
lder from me to uucle, aud back again,
itud Mere was a territhe eileuee la tae
room

At laat he spoke.
"I've been tool( aback, Mr. Wilmot,"

he said, with a piteotia smite; nave
been surprised this morning, and atter
wbat I said to you, sir, it bad come upon
me like a timuder-clap- , I'm not tuyeeif
IMiss Vernet," he said, making an ef-

tort over himself, anti speaking calmly,
as he came to where I stood, teeliug
winte mow, and took my baud, "we may
be neigubors for years, so think it be-
tterto speak out plainlysaid some
words to your Imola yesterdayin ig-

norauceI did not know.witat yeti kuow
uow, or I would not have tapoken. I
meant to uaveto have asked you i,o be
iny wile, tor was bead to everythtug
but the tact that loved you very dearly.
Now it is all over, and 1 sayGA Webs
you! May you be very happy'',

Ile raised my hand to his lips and
kissed it ad if I had betel a queen, and
uty heart, swelled Mure and inore with
the great pity that, filled it even to burst-
lug; and ad ite dropped it anti stood gaz-
tug revereutty tat me I could hear no
more, but ran up stairs to throw mysell
on my bed aud lie Were sobbing as it my
Jean would break.

I don't kuow how long I lay there., din.
ner aud everything forgottea but those
two suit, tender, piteoua eyee looking
jute mine wueu started up awake to
the fact that the room looked very dark,
that it, was thimuering very heavily, and
there was the sound ot rushing waters.

I hastily hailed my eyes, watce were
now dazzled by the lightaipg, anti
smoothed my hair to go dowu below; but
out at the trout the raiu was COillitig
down in a sheet and the little river had
swollen so that its troth.), surface was
level with the foot-bridg-

"011, miss, ain't it awiul?'' Bald a voice
at my elbow. "Master's at the mill witn
Mr. Murray and the tuen, and tbey're
afraid sointhin' Wid be swep' away
oh!"

The girlour maidgave a shriek as a
vivid nese ot ligutning seemed to the
Weise; and for tile next hour the light,--
niug, rain and tottuder were incessant,
though I never left the window fur a mo-
ment.

Once, in the midst of It all, uncle and
()aver Murray came running up from the

drenelied both of them to the skin,
to fetch a screw-wrenc- h add a couple of
crowbars; and the water streamed from
them as they said a lew cueery words,

ine nut to be afraid, and then ran
back.

Suddenly the storm teemed to he
swept back toward tee bilis, tile rain
eeased as if my magic, the tbunder grew
mare distant, the lepitning mare rare;
out ae hastily tied on e hat, and went
out over the streaming paths, the sight
ot the little river wait now terrine. The
water WaS pelmet black, but covered
with foam as it rushee atong. The bridge
was waseed away, eorn suekves, dead
sheep, loose hay and trees were being
whiried along, and Ili& went ma sweil-- .
lug couid see that the mill wouid be in
danger.

"Ah, Nelly, dearest!" said a voice;
"I've come to see in could be Of any
help;" and turning, there stood Jahn
Fleming, well dreesed, dry, and unruf--,
lied, aa tlirew on' a macintosh.

Just teen out front the mill et11113 uncle
and Oliver Murray, grimy. suatiett and
witit their huir ellogthg to their fore-- 1

heads.
"Alt, Fleming! come to help?" said un-

cle grimly ;."better staud aside My lad;
we Khali soil you."

he laughed and whispered something
to me ahem, Oliver Murray's appearanee;
but I turned away indignantly, as Mur-
ray smiled pleasautty and said:

"Ahl I don't look mutah of a ady's
man now."
, "Oh, good heavens! I forgot that
boy," cried my uncle, and lie ran down a
few yards to the edge of the stream, wav-
ing his hand frantieallyi for there on the
other side of the twit& current, now a'
hundred yards broad came our boy Fail,
cantering on his pony to where should
have been the ford, but which was now a
tierce torrent fifteen feet deep.

"Back, Fail, back!" cried my uncle;
and we all waved our hands to him; buil
the reckless boy, who Weird notniug for
the roar of the waters, made our blood
run cold, for without a moment's hesita-
Lion he gave the pony tbe whip, dashed
down the road aud plunged In to swim
across.

uttered a shriek, think for the trot
time in my lifeL uncle gave a groan and
staggerett back; Oliver Murray stood as
if tainted to moue; aud John Fleming
cauget me in his arm and tried to turn
me away from the dreadful sight; but I
struggled from him to see our darling
WaVd hand for help, as tue torreut
swept him aud hie potty out furtherauto
tile strewn.

Oace tee gallaut boy. tried to turn the
pony's bead to swim We, but he wail in
tee power of a torreat that would have
mastered a hundred tintes the little Shet-
land's strength ad I knew that there
was not a partiole of hope.

We ill ran dowu by the side of the
rushing stream, and could see the boy's
despairing look, ito he waved his hand to
us, while Jolut Fleming Muskat&

hIdelunabewIrtill: rnodu tatimoourtetairda elt.
h fin! Ion

the ruddiest apple in the orchard that's
the beet, Nally. There's many a better
oae with a rough skia, that's better-
tabted and firm and soiled, where your
handsome, streaky fruit's bitter, mealy,
and rotteu at the core."

I oottldn't help it now. I bumt into
Ware.

"Has Noll Murray said anything to
you, liusideP

"No, uncle," I said angrily& "and if he
did "

"Sueuld say no to him, eh, lassie?"
"Yee, uucle, of course,'' I exclaimed,

but all the same Inv beart kept beaLing
.strangely. --

blunt"l'in a plain mut, my dear," be
Field; "and I 'tea you Fut sorry for It.
Oliver Murray is a stauunh, true man,
we 1.toalo, and as open and honest as the
da). Hue Fleming said anytuiug Le
,yeurl

I didn't anawer. Cottid not. I was
cloaking.

"Sileuce gives conent," he said rptiet-
ly. "Well, my aear It must come, I
euppose, time day; h'ut don't hurry, my
31,tild, don't hurry. wou't lawart you
la your wishes, but I mut lose you
seme day, I should like to Mel that you
had gone to a happy home."

I hardly knew what followed, only
Hutt I threw tay mina rouud his neck
and was sobbing tut the helmet, broad
old breamt, veers I nad so e.teu
myself to sleep when first he recited
we, a poor, trembling little orphau,yeare
6010flit, tO ewii widowed home, lettere

lie had shared hitt love between tue sad
his own Mid,. cousin Philip, ever since.
I knew I cried and sobbeti as if my heart
would 'break, as, I Veld lion again and
again that Dewed no olio but Philip and

and that I never, never wished to go
'away from the deur old mill.

I was the-mid-st of oue of my moat
passibuate protestatious, witett 801110oue
cried

"Hallo! what's the matter?"
I turned hastily away, for there was!

Philip, with his fresh, young, eager
mad wide-ope- n eyee at the door, fat

hie pony'a bridle to the ring, while
Ho mime in to retell his sandwicaes aud
the puffs which I had made tor him to
take to schwa.

"Hanoi" be said again, "what's the
matter; has cousin Neliy cut hereon?"

"Here," said uncle gruffly; "you take
your (Hauer, sir, itud be ior. You'll be
late."

"Oh, rlo I shan't, father," cried the
boy.

"Then you'll be galloping the pony all
the way, you dog," said uncle. "Now,
look here, Phil, you're about going inau
over that pony. You cantered across
the low 1110UdtoW eight."

"Ybs, lather," read the boy, hanging
his head.

"And you goejumping the ditchnow
dou't deity it, bill there are the how
marks lit the soft turf."

"I wasit't going to deny it, father,"
mid the boy, 'rankly. It was only a lit-
tle (Huai, aud Jack Seeders said I could
not."

"Ohl" said uncle sharply.; but I know
he looked Wombed the w hue: "and so,
then if Jack Sanders or any other
chueikle-neadediello-

w dares you to do
anything you're to break your neck, ell?
Now be off to schooll4

''All riget, father!" cried the boy; and
the next moment after there was a
trampling ot the pony's hoofs outside,
and with my eyes now dried I walked
with uncle rouud to the front or the cot-
tage, where we stood at tee gate as,
bright, happy and eager in the tawny
moruing, tue boy cantered along and
dashed down to where the glistening
river ran bubbling over the peobly ford.

"Look at the young dog!" cried Lunde
slier; ly, but with a smile ea his lace, ae
Phil drummed the pony'e slues with his
heels and galloped through the water,
sending it &lemming, flying aud spark-
ling In every direetiou.

I smiled up in Uncle's face and we
went back into the house together, the
pretty, old piece standing in Its beauti.
ail garden, with the busy water-mi- ll and
the wooden bridge about fifty yards
away, while the bright little river ran
noteily along its bed, atter turning tee
great eplashing wheel; and all round the
great Deroyseire hills shut us la (rem
every blast.

"Hetet be in a burry, my child," uncle
said weriously, as he kiseed my forehead.
"And now for business. Why, hallo!'
he 'mid, tapping the barometer, "how
the glass is going down. RAtu, my dear,
and lots of it, before long. Well, the
river ie very low."

He went out then, and I tried to be
busy over tee household affairs, but
somehow I couldu't keep toy tbeughts
off unele's worde; and witen once I
caught a glimpse of myself in the glass,
it was to bee teat my cheeks were red
ate are.

AL last I was sitting In the little par-
lor, working by the open window ieel-
tug more at p4see, I heard' foot.
steps whica eel my little heart to beat-
ing turiouely, auti a minute atter there
was tap at tile door, and John
came in, alter our homely, neigliburiy
et)? le.

"Ah, Miss 'Wilmot," he said, "I've Just
cotue back from the town. I thougiu
Mr. Wilmot would like to see the paper.
lea ue here?"

Now, as John Fleming stood there,
fiuebed with exercise a line, handionne,
utli fellow of I could
not help thinkin,o what a ylettire he
made ot healih and manly strengt10 My
heart was beating test, for I ituew lie
professed to love me, uud in my girlish
way I was attached to him, he VOA SO
attentive, so fund of waylaying me, and
so tender and respectful ia his ways;
but, fresh from my couversation
uncle teen, I could not help letting that
it was au uudereaud way of touting to
see me, to urop iu eitis moat an excuse,
when be pertectly well knew that uucle

Itti in tue mill, as he always was at
that time et the day.

"Uncle is in the mill," I veld; and I
meant to speak coldly, but somehow the
words would not souud as I meant them
to sound, aud tile next minute he had
drawn-- a cliair to my side, anti was talk-
ing to me as he heti never spoken before.
Ile was calling me Nelly and pratsing
iny beauty; telling me be loved me witu
all his heart, and that I refused him he
simuld uever be happy again. And ail
the time his 'mediums face was bending
over me, and when I dared to peer into
his eyes they were looking so earnestly
Into mine that I grew fluttered and
trembled. When I tried to speak my
voice was ad of a shulie, and I kept ou
thinking as he spoke of what happiness
it would be to have him loving me,
througli life as be said he would; alit,. I,
am afraid Lima my face betreyed this, for,
ne kept on talking more earnestly each
minute.

And still through all same dear uncle's
word"don.'t be in a hurry ;." and when
I asked myself did I love this man, tho
&cower mune, and I felt that should
like to run away, and cry all by niyaelf,
but he tightly held my baud.

"You kuow I love yea, Nally, he whie-
pered, in deep, earnest tones, and he
tried to take my other baud, wiiieh. I
was drawing away, wnen 1 heard veletas
coming, and' heaved a sigh of relief as
John Fleming started up, looked through
the window, and theu gave kis feet a
tamp with vexation.
"Here', that iout Murray," he ex-

Claimed, and be snatohed up the paper
he had let fall and stood in lam middle of
the room so uoola cams to, closely fob

lift, hal bow the sexton welled, to be sure,
To see the gold guinea fall in hie plate!

Ila, hal how the stingy man's
--

heart was
wrung,

Perceiving his blunder, but just too late
oNo matter." he said; "in the Lord's amount
That guinea ot gold la set down ti me.

They lend to Olin who give te the poor;
It will not so Dad au investment be."

"Neon, mon," the chuckling sexton cried out;
"The lord is no cheatedtie kens thee welt;

Ile knew it was only by accident
That mit thy Sumas she guinea fell!

"Ile keeps an account, na doubt, for the dr;
but in that amount He'll set down to thee

Ns male e' that soloeu guinea, my men,
Than the one taus penny ye meant to e'er

Tkeires eontbrt, too. In the little tale
A serious side se well as a Joke;

A comfort for all the generous poor,
In toe comical worth' the sextoa spoke.

eomfort te think that the good Lord knows
How generous we really desire to be,

And will give us credit in ilis aocottut
Small um iguanas we long "to gee."

IL St. Nicholas for October.

MY HERO.
"I shall build the wall, NeIly."

. " Why, uncle dear," I said, "how
changeable you are. It was only' yesterH
day you told me you had given it up
altogether."

"Yes, I bad yesterday, Nelly, but I've
ultered my mind teday. I sualt build
the wall and carry it right round the
house, and have high gates and a big key

- to lock 'cm. viith and keep it in my

pocket."
"Whywhateverfor?" I said, laugh-

ing.
"Because," he answered, as he put his

arm around me, and began stroking my

hair is his dear old loving wayonly it
does tunable it so'becau4e it's quite
time, else I shall come home one of these
days and find it ain't home any linger,
as some of these fellows have carried of
my little housekeeper."

"Oh, uncle!" I said, turning all hot
and red, and I bent down cutting Phil'e
sandwiches; "how can you talk such
foolishness ?''

"Tain't foolishness, my little lassie,"
he said, watching me very hard; ''it's
nature, Nell. Murray put it to me plump
and plain yesterdayspoke right out."

"'What about, uncle?" I said, feeling
hotter and quite angry.

"What about, pussy r he said, chuck-
ling. "Of course you don't know. Told
ine like a man he loved you, and said he
thought he ought to tell me so; for g he
didn't he telt as it he had come to the
mill under false pretenses. Ha, ha, he I"

"I'm sure, uncle," I said angrily, "I
never gave Mr. Oliver Murray the least
encouragement. Oat don't uncle, you'r
coming off all floury on my dress."

' "To be sure I am, Nelly," he said,:
laughing, same as I have hundreds of'

times, like a Jolly miller should. And
so you've never given him any encour.
agement, eh?"

"Never, uncle," I cried indignantly;
and is spite of ail I could do, the tears
would gather la my eyes, and one fell
pat on the bread and butter between
which I was laying slices ot meat.

"Why, you wicked young fibster," he
cried, laughing, "every look out of those
eyes is au encouragement; every wave
of that sunny brown hair; there's an en-

, couraging dimple in that cheek, another
la that, and one in your chin. Why,
pussy, pussy, you are a wicked little en-

couragement to all the young men for
miles roundfrom top to toeand I
don't wonder at Parson saying what he

, did."
"What did Mr. Wilson say ?" I cried.

eagerly, for I loved our deartieutie old
otergytuan, and many a time I had been'
round with him in his visits to the sick
and aged in the Village, where his be-

nevolent face and silvered head were
always welcome.

"What did he say?" laughed uncle,
placing his great hand uuder my chin
and looking me full in the face. "why,
tbat he should forbid you the c'hurch
have ynu locked out, because the lads
were all staring at yoll instead of listen-
lug to the sermou."

"It's ail nonsense," I said angrily, tor
sure I never thought was nice

looking, aud what Uncle said Seemed to
tremble me.

"It's all nonsense, too about John
Fleming, I suppose," sa:d my uncle,
watching me very narrowly. "Wonder-
tul how fond that chap's got of me late-
ty ?"

. "Els uncle r said, bonding over
the sandwiches.

"Has yet Yes, he has; he calls wiles-
ever he is going into the town to see if
he can do anything for Me; tails of an
evening to ask bow the borses are; calls
of a morning to teU the price of
wheat; bang hita, he's always calling,
logs so fond of rueeh, Nell? You've
seen it, haven't you?"
"II'veI think I've seen that Mr.

Tleming does come Very often, uncle," I
said, aud I know my neck grew scarlet
ea I tied the sandwiches up In a little
packet, and though I tried Bo hard I
kit getting more eoniusedthe more
BO that I kneW dear Uncle was watching

'Me narrowly.
"Yee," be said dryly, "should tbink

'you had ;" and be sighed gently. "Nelly,
my little lassie," he said, taking me once

- pore In his arms, and speaking very se-

snowily, "It's all very natural, and I
don't murmur, though WU be a black

' day for the old mill when my darling is
- itakea away."

,

"Oh, unole I"
' Plres, ay when my darling', taken

Way; but duet be in a hurry, my Wild.
4.11.1on't gold that glitter. Many a

true little heart has bees wan bye
tood, facie and smooth words, when,

good, true little basil bad lad
We wisdom to so It, Own) Me Wog

OA.

HARPER'S MAGAZINE

for October is oue of the very best ot the
year. It opens witty a fine poem by Jean
Inge low, called, "At One Again,"
charmingly illustrated. "The Land ot
tha Lakes, or the 'New Northwest," is
a historical sketch of Minnesota, briefly
detailing its early history, its recent and
surprisingly rapid development, and its
great natural resources, mid a more def-
inite idea of its progress and beautifully
diversified scenery is conveyed to the
reader through the medium of the many
rich illustrations that embellish the ar-

ticle.
"Parisian Journalists," by Junius

Henri Browne, considers briefly the sep-

arate career of several of the most ol
noted journalists of France, presenting
a portrait of each, and is well worth an
attentive reading. Perhaps of supreme
interest to many will be found M. D.
Conway's second paper on the "South
Kensington Museum," by reason of its
matter, and its many and curiously at-

tractive pictures, Illustrative ot Its art
treasures. A characteristic sketch ot
the bouth, and pertinent to the present
troublous times, is entitled, "Glimpses
et Dixie," accompanied by strgges-
tive Illustrations. The tweifta paper,
concerning "The First Century ot
Republic," by L. D. Woolsey, considers
"The Experiment of the Helen with- itó
Preparatious." Following this le It good
story called,-"Th- e Popular Idol;" and
next we have one of those flue papers
written by Emilio Castelar, on "Tee Re-

publican Movement in Europe." "Legie-

halve Hutnors," by S. b. Cox, redeane
numot, and treats the public to a fresh
deseertation on an agreeably cautioned
Lople ,

In "Garth" we follow the fortune, ot
Julian Hawthorne's origival hero, for
whom tee story is named; and la "The
Mission of Music" its votaries, or the
merely curious, may find entertaitiment.
Both fiction and poetry are well repre.
seated, while the Easy Chair comprises
several topics of universal luterest. The
other editorial departments fully maiu-
tale their high reputation.

LieratOOTT'il MAGAZINE
opens with "Wanderings with Virgil,"
by Edward O. Bruce, that reads like a
student's reverie, and in our supposi-
titious wanderings we glee& auZeient
knowledge of classic ground and historic
personages to compensate for the fatigue
ut a mental jouraey, and there are Il-

lustrations of the most famous localities
visited. "The Geklawaha In May," by
Sidney Lailier, is a delightfully-writte- n

reminiscence of a traveier in Florida.
"Tintoretto's Last Pleture" is a worthy
tied beautiful poera from the pen ot Mar-
garet F. Preston. The story of "The
Four Comrades," by Sarah Winter Rel-
log, is completed in this number. In
"Spiritualf on and Jurisprudence," by
Fraucis Wharton, LC. G., Is considered
the knotty problem of the relation of law
to the illegal use of "preternatural
powers," a subject of considerable in-

terest to many, and well treated In this
article. "In tee Pinelands," by Robert
Wilson, is a cleverly-relate- d reminiss-
eSES Of lite In the Carolinas, and con-
tains some grapilie sketones of char-
acter. In strong contrast to an article,
recently published in anothor magazine,
called "A Peculiar Priecess," le "The
True Story of Madame Rattazzi,"In this
number, written in viudication of the
character of this celebrated WOMAII "A
DIY C iti n TO II' UP II o AMOS)

West s California Realised front a Slash
inns' of most.

Boma little toiol eaye the Cali,
forum.) Farmer, we delft a conversation

Totand reiauve to his
knock of wheat at hid large and splendid
ronni Us 4t ittu V10,11. .111 'aeslaud tat1114
UM Mud wieoly. Owed ueep tillage, re.
peated Wowing, Otanting tbe right
season, .and uoing ail work well, Mu

111111 scriptural raturne Horne
tinny, some sixty, mud Nome a hundred
iolaaull tee consequence was teat be
kept his own counsei and OM year he
Imo bis crop of 1814 ati..1 '25 both on hand,
choice witeat--ti- es nice little pile of 55,
OW bushel', equal to over live million
pounds, exactly 61,00d manta's, equal to
d26 tile cental, equal to fdailf here, and ,,,

me crops netted nun the epitiodid stile
ci $114,700. Very niSe 111114 $ thi
pogo at intere0 LP

Ir..-- ..

Edger A. Pbeli monument, to be placed
over am grave in Baltimore, Is detailed.
It is of white inartue, eight feet Wirth
Oa the front of tile nioeument is a beaus

ehispied medallion el- - the poet,
carved from a photograph in the posse. ,

mon of a member of Poe's faintly. The
likeness in inorbie is said to be correct.
Tbe memorial will probably be dedicated -

early in Oetober. Invitations have been
sent to Henry IV. Longfellow,
cullen Bryant, Jona O. Whittier, Oliver ,

Wendell liolmeo. and John O. bake,
They have all sent letters In reply, but
it is not known whether any of ;hem
DaVe Indicated an intention of being
present. Two poems have been com-
pelled for the oceasionone by a lady I
idaltiniore, and tile other by a poet of
Nortuern State. Prot. Shepherd will '

liver the oratien.Bostou Foot.,,.
A curious anatomical discovery Is Said,

to have boon made by a doctor in Japalli
lie says that the cheek-bon- e of the
panese is double in many cases, instead'
of being a single structure. 50 dig,
Lionel bone is united to the other by a '',
suture, and It Is believed to be peChtliar
to the Japanese race. 1.1 this be true,
then must we look to Japan for ,the

,future book agent and lightininprot
'peddler. ,,

THE ATLANTIC moNTNLY
opens with tbe tenth chapter of Roderick
Hudson, by Henry James, Jr. a serial
worthy of these pages, Wit ot 'character,
tied dramatic interest. Leaves on the
Tide, Ls a thoughtful poem by Hiram
Bleb.

4,Arthur Hugh Clough," by T.S. Perry,
Is a eenseleatious review and Ketch ol
a mediae poet, intimately known only to
a seleet

George E. Waring contributes ths sec-
ond paper on Taw cauitary Drainage ot
Houses and Towne, ti aubjent previously
commended as Vrorthy of special eousid-
eration.. Every one, doubtless, will read
hits. Remble's Au Old Woman's Gossip
with a adult,' stimulated by previous
ehapters, and la Tile Curious Republic
ot Goudour one may Sad Instruction or
amusement, as the case may belle oon-
sidering the soonaing aad poliwas al a
lotiticas republio.

''tiouthere Home Polities." by AlbertIP.
Webster, Is a sketch claimine to be rep.

,


